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P£4/var/-J kidnapped Me- 

&HD OMLYMAND UNLESS YOU DO 
FOOT HIGH. 1 A5 THE NOTE SAYS, 

WHAT TU-?/ TUCV'l I kill MfTf 



PI 





HAS CtPTAW 

FG**AU r/M£T 
OF T#/$ /?urs/- 
Less v 



■ HIS MfljeSTVi/" NOT JU5T A HORSE' HE'S A 
HORSE? )peD'GRE£D PURE-BLOODED 
r PERCH ERON HORSE 'HE'S WORTH 
HORSE? J{ A HALF MILLION DOLLARS' D.4D 
(BROUGHT HJM FROM FRANCE 





* SO THAT'S WHV I BEFORE THE 
THEy ATTACKED "\ IMPORTED PERCHERON 
VOUff FATHER-TO J H0R5ES FROM EUROPE' NOW 
FIND WHERE H£ S IT WILL BE OUR JOB TO KEEP 
WAS KEEPING ITy THE BREED ALIVE -50 WE CAN 
EXPORT THEM TO EUROPE 
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TiCkr. . .. xocxr .... TiCkr . ... the moments fly . 
w* Pies-r st^p 7 xowakc ckime was mi« piip$r step towakt? .«« 

FOP. -STEAPY" AS Tf?UTH , RELENTLESS A* JUSTICE , AS SUG»E A*~ 
PATE- .. TW£ CLOC/T &Tf?tKTE& FOB LAW A\'£> 0/?£>£ff>/ 

ANOTHBJ? MISHTY MOMENT IN THE CAREER OF THE CAR-ELEffS-iBBMIN* 1 
^SOCIALITE, WHO, AlfPH? 0V PYNAMJC LITTLE. SUTCM , BECOMK4S 
FSDM TIME TO TIME THAT P£ATH -KNELL OP Cf?IME ...TH£ C&QCJCf 



0T'S BOTH OF U* 
TOGETHER PUT THiS-THI* 
MURDERER IN TH'CLINIC- - 
$£EIN' AS HOW WB-&#- 
TO&STHMO- 




CANT HAV£ ANV 
gunplay. Butch 

got an i&ea 





THg M£P/C< 

CUIPE POkT AMH£<5, . __ 

C&OOKTOF IONG GTANplMG- WH£f\ 

WS AN ATTACK, HE'D TAJCE YOUOUT ON A 

JOB, YCU'P £>0 ALL TH£ PlPrr W£X?K,~ r HA~** 

roue riNGeep&mTG wse£ at thc~ 

'SCENE OP THE C*?>M£- r THEN H£K> INP/T£ 



THOeB NOT£<-> TC V 



t-aprcw you, *np , 

S£WiS A 
OP AN!NE<S/A 



J anC Plant paSTOP 



beat it, chump.' 
there's no free 

7\CK£Ti AROUND HERE.' 





k ^« on me and puns 
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'T'HEY simply vanished They 




to it The light came from a 




dor, Eric reasoned, the largest 


strange bonfire in the middle 


a flash they were gone. That 


bird he hud ever seen. It had 




if zombies they were — had dis- 


taken off after a while. Then 
the mummies had come awake 


built upon a stone altar, such 


Eppeared into the misty fwi- 


and filed out of their caves, to 


mouths of the other caves. Il 


light. Soundlessly They had 
drifted from the caves, circled 


lorrn in a long line behind 


was a lambent glow, like no 


their leader. And noiselessly 


real fire. It didn^t waver . it was 






held in a srm-.il globular sub- 


whitt-robed leader ahead of 


mist and vanished. 




them, vanished. 


Where the dickens had they 


by chains. What it was lie had 




gone? What had really happen- 




it.g "Am I going nuts? Is this 


ed here in this mist-ltden vaU 






ley of mystery? 


things: fully a hundred of those 


But then the whole thing 
seemed like a dream. There had 


Eric stood undecided. He had 
left his mule tied a half mile 


terrifying zombies stood in a 
circle around the altar, all look- 




off. He debated whether to go 




old Negro servant had told in 


back after the mule or set off 






after the zombies on foot. He 


The old white- robed figure 




chose to walk. The waj wasj 


stood near the altar, making in. 


Thistl'^o-^otr-™''^ 


Tb^ Hnd " £!f| Th"" B d w k ' 


carnations with his bony hand 






such a story. 
He had set 

ilk, cr.>. iimiis u! Port-au-Prince. 
By mule back. A long hard trek. 
He had wandered for three 



Holy Smoke! he thought 
What is this? Am I actually 
seeing something beyond the 



himself wandering why he was 
such a fool to be taken in. 
And then he found the valley, 

mummy like occupants. They 
were all dead. Or asleep. But 
■ f asleep, they looked like an- 

ped in grayish cloth. The cloth 
of their robes, he remembered, 
was not old. That's what had 
given him the start. If the cloth 
was not old. then it was con- 
ceivable that the mummies were 
not old either. , . . 



i the 



altar. 



He had walked twt 
at least, and the valley v 
ping lower into the moi 
It was dark now, and th 
had become a thick fog 

thing. He couldn't *ce r 



He 






lead? 



there 

Then h. 
was a soft greet 
that given off hy 

ried. Then he 
mouth of a cave, 
■nested the cave 

3 light 



ilsh glow, like 
head. He hur- 
The glbw per 
I source. It woe 



He walked through the 
md suddenly he was in a 
avern, its ceiling so high 
he greenish light didn't I 






couldn't make out the wore 
Probably spoken in the natf 
dialect anyway. 

The priest—if he could 1 



waving from side to side, keep- 
ing time to the old man's hands 
The voice rose higher. It wan 
like some terrible song of the 
dead now. Wordless. Form- 
less. Without reason. Or sub- 



i Bgrfn. At last 

t the top. He reached 
toward the greenish globe and 






to 



high 



crescendo. 

This was some point in the 
ritual. Eric thought, that would 
produce: a break. It did. 

From the far end o( the 

It was led by a tall, cadaverous. 
Negro in a white robe. Directly 
behind him came several mors, 
without robes. Their faces were 
painted hideously. They carried 
something between them. And 
then Erie saw what it was: a 
coffin! At least, a rough replica 
of a coffin. Its lid was closed. 
The mummies opened up for 
them and the five Negroes came 
toward the altar. They set the 
casket down on a lower step 
and prostrated themselves. 
They murmured a weird chant. 
The old priest came down 
and held his hands over the 
coffin. Then he reached down 
and lifted the lid. Inside there 
was a body, Eric could see. He 

hand-passing. 

Then an amazing thing hap- 
pened: the body :n the coffin 
sat up. It was a young Negro 



kinky. She 









The old priest picked the 
greenish globe f rom ,ts hanger 
and held it in front of her eyes, 
muttering as he did so. Her 
eyelids flickered open and she 
:o her forehead. 



Sh,.- 



oved 



but 



sound came. Then she held out 
both hands, caressing the globe 
of cold fire. The old man back- 
ed away from the coffin, still 
holding the globe. The girl fol- 
lowed, crawling carefully from 
the sarcophagus, her eyes never 
wavering from those of the 
priest 

When she had climbed clear 
of the coffin, the priest halted. 



The 



side to Slide, like the mummies. 
The priest dipped a hand into 
his robe and threw something 
on the altar. Instantly a bright 
red glow flamed up. This tune 



uojil 



1 the ,- 



Eric thought of Rubens" paint- 
ing of the Miltonic chute down 
which lost souls slid to doom. 
Or Dante's Inferno. Only this 
. They 



this 



i it? 



The Negroes who had carried 
the casket to the altar produced 
small skin drums. Theme they 
began thrumming sufHy, su suft- 



ly i 



first t 



t Eric v 



beard them. But the 
rhythms grew faster, louder. 
The flames seemed to leap with 
each soft drumbeat. The ring 
of mummies, including the girl, 

the circle, stood utterly still. 

Then Eric saw them, crawling 
out of the depths of the flames: 
a half Hozen ugly snakes. Their 
wicked flat heads waved back 
and forth, keeping tirne to the 
drum-beats, which were gaining 
in tempo. They looked like the 



r-de-I 



the 



island, but Eric c 
tairr. Their red tongues darted 
in and out' like miniature light- 
ning. They gleamed with a 
reddish glow in the firelight. 

The priest stood in his tracts, 
watching with fascinated gaze 
the reptiles crawling out of the 
altar middle. They slithered 



ring ■ 



the 



N:-Si 



Their 



heads moved back and fort 
ihythmically. 

The red flames suddenly died 
out. The priest lifted the palely 
.gleaming globe from its bracket 
and set it near the snakes. They 
coiled around it, almost smoth- 
ering out its glow. 

The drums beat on, and the 
air seemed to pulsate with the 
vibrations. Eric felt himself fall- 



ing i 



.ng e ' 



An 



uncanny warmth folded about 
him and he' remembered once 
that he'd almost drowned. This 



Th 



sleep and just let the < 
it into his lungs. It u 
rming, pleasing sens; 



He 



j the 



reptiles. He 
brating with the throb of the 
dHwfts, which were now going 
like mad. 

The circle of mummies were 
waving back and forth again. 
The Negroes crouched on their 
haunches and beat the drums. 
The old priest stood on the low- 
er step of the dais and a greenish 

about him. It was mystical, aw 
ful, impossible. 

Then abruptly Eric couldn't 
stifle a sneeze. The sound ripped 
through the cavern like a pistol 
shot. The mummies stopped 
their waving. The drum-beats 
ceased. The priest lifted his 
arms upward, and then the 
green globe burst with a dull 
report. From it swarmed a veri- 
table cloud of green things. 
They flew in every direction. 
One of them came toward Eri<^ 
He backed away. 

The mummies and the priest 
were filing toward the back of 
the cavern. Eric reasoned that 
he must follow them. He fum- 
bled for his flashlight, for it 
was now pitch dark in the cave. 
He snapped on its beam. A 
dozen little red eyes were 
caught in the bright glare. The 
reptiles! They were spreading 
out. forming a barrier across 
the cavern. 



No. Eric could 



follow. 



; coming 



The Negroes 

them. The sr, 

toward Eric. He dashed < 

the cavern feeling an icy fear 

up his spine. 

One of the green-lighted 

lapel. He snatched it off, finding 
that it was merely one of the 
large fireflies of the island. 

his mule was tied, wondering 
if he had dreamed. Certainly 
he had not solved the mystery 
of the walking dead people. 
Maybe someday 
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FOOT ITCH 

ATHLETE'S FOOT 




PAY NOTHING 

TILL RELIEVED 



WHY 
TAKE CHANCES? 

It buries itself dee" in the ti.nira'rf 
the skin and is very hard to kill. 

utes of boiling to destroy the germ, 
whereas, upon contact, late 

germ Tinea Trichophyton within 

the purpose of relieving Athlete's 
Foot. It is a liquid that penetrates 
and dries quickly. You just paint 
the affVcted parts. H. F. gently 
peels the skin. ,.i n ,h e ivii bl„ it , 

ITCHINC OFTEN 
RELIEVED 
QUICKLY 
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